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was, would have been fatal, for we were in the early
cold of autumn in a high country ; there was nothing
for it but to trust to the horse, and I threw the
bridle on his neck and left him to himself. A false
step was certain death for us both, but I had no
choice. He picked his way as if he were walking
amongst eggs, slowly but surely, and we descended
into the plain of Cettinje at 10 p. M. without a slip
or an attempt on my part to interfere with the dis-
cretion of my pony. If I had possessed even an
acre of pasture or a settled home where I could have
turned out that good beast for the rest of his days,
I should never have allowed him to go to another
owner, for I knew that I owed him my life.

Of the following campaign, which resulted in the
taking of Antivari and Dulcigno, I saw nothing.
The jealousy of Jonine had been so excited by my
always forestalling him with the news of the war,
that he persuaded the Prince not to advise me of
the movement; so, while I was waiting at Cettinje
for the promised summons to join the staff, the
army moved across the country to Bieka secretly,
and the first warning we had of the movement was
the firing of guns at Antivari. As the Prince
gave me no further thought, I waited comfortably,
" at mine ease in mine inn," for diplomacy to tie
the ends of the well-spun out controversy. Fight-
ing was practically over and my campaign ended.cipice high enough to leave no hope of sur-
